











It’s this way. In Lucky Strike—the real 
Burley cigarette—you enjoy the toasted flavor. 


It’s toasted. This special and unusual flavor is not 
to be had in any other cigarette. 


So you see, with Lucky Strike (as with all our 
brands) we give you a good, sensible reason for buying 
it. We tell you what's especially good about Lucky 
Strike—what’s different. It’s toasted. 


You'll notice in all our advertising that you are given 
straight man-to-man talk—reasons why. This is un- 
usual—and is for your benefit as well as ours. 
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Some of our men return from France with a lot of mere trinkets, others come back with something real—alive! 
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The Patriot in Retrospect 
vit 2 
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FTEN when I’m in a crowd I rear up 
talk aloud, for I’ve had a silver 


hen | 





tongue since the days w was 
1 
oung: | possess a wordy flow that 
: ; o 
ould rattle Cicero 
1] 


SO, sharks, | 


ther gifted 
would make a few remarks; 
make the welkin dance every time | 
So I swing ajar my) 


I would 


have the chance. 
face with a Bryan sort of grace, and 
| talk and talk and talk, till the hands fall off the clock. 

When I’ve talked for half an hour I see people look- 
ing sour, and I know they’re bored and sad, and they’re 
nervous, tired and mad, and they wish that I might 
choke in an apoplectic stroke, or be stricken with a fit 

but I lack the sense to quit. Oh, I evermore rejoice 

the music of my voice, and when [| ari 
keep talking for a week. 

This is why my breast and legs bear the stains of 
ancient this is why my Sunday hats have been 
ruined by dead cats. I might often make a hit if I just 
knew when to quit, but I drool and drool along till I’ve 


n their maul 





~~ 


ise to speak | 


ergs: 


> 


got myself in wrong, and the people } ire 


me like a house afire 
But I’m not alone, I guess, in the weakness | con- 
fess. Countless folks are just the same, overplaying 
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their game; keeping on until they drop, | ng by 
the time ( top. 

Half the articles I read are so long thev run to seed. 
One starts out with pep and snap, and I say, “This 
writer chap has a punch in either mitt,”—but he knows 
not when to quit. When he’s said his little say, and 


should put his pen away, he keeps up a lagging pace, 
filling up a lot of space with the things he’s said before, 
till his dawdling makes me sore. Oh, he started good 
and strong. but he made his tale so long that the reader’s 
is through. 
weather to make human 
Just last week he sent a rain which re- 
he people in our town 
said, “It 


bored and blue ere the string of words 

And 
beings groan. 
freshed the baking plain. A 
the water coming 


the man is prone 


} 
nd t 


watched down, and they 


is the stuff we have prayed for long enough. It 
will make the parsnips thrive, it will keep the bean: 
alive.” 

And the weather man, he heard, and his conduct 


was absurd; 


for he kept on sending rain till he gave us 
all a pain. Day and night 1e juice, sent ft 
pouring like the deuce, till we had to call for boats when 
we to and the countryside was 
drowned, lakes anc 


Everywhere and all the time we behold this human 
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he sent tl] 
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goats, 1e 


all are yund. 


feed our 
jr) 


1 rivers 


went 


crime. 






































D y Raten N&Lson 


Mike Mureuy Rerurnisues His Orrice Arrer A YEAR 


Witu tHe MAarRINEs 


How to Keep Your Wife’s Affection 


B | LORENCI W. Tow. 


OO much emphasis has been laid in popular 

i household magazines upon the gentle art of 
“holding your husband.” If the Emancipated 
Woman is truly one of the most influential factors in 
the life of today, it may well behoove Friend Husband 
his wife.”” With this idea in mind we offer a few 
yvestions which may be useful to the anxious hus- 


te spend a little spare time over the question of “hold- 


band, at the same time requiring as little as possible of 
the time and brain power of the T. B. M. 

The husband should always be careful to return 
home to his busy spouse fresh and attractive. After 
her day’s concentration on affairs of political and eco- 
nomic importance she will not want to see him come 


home f: the office tired and lumpy-looking. He 
hould b 


rush his hair and eyebrows, straighten his tie, 
wash his hands and bathe them in almond cream before 
leaving his place of business. What little time he ex- 

‘nds in this way will be amply repaid by the light of 
appreciation in Wife’s blue eyes. 

Matters of looks are perhaps more important than 
Friend Husband realizes. He should massage carefully 
night and morning to avoid those incipient wrinkles: 
he should not grudge the time spent in creaming his 
complexion and treating his hair. A small patent curler 
has been invented which will give just the desired wave 
to the forelock. It may be bought at any department 
tore. He should be very careful to keep his figure 
trim, with that youthful smartness of line so irresistible 
to the fair sex. If necessary he should walk to the office 
every morning and spend his lunch hour doing dumb- 
bell exercises. If a tendency to fleshiness seems to be 
gaining, a flexible boning is strongly advised. To pre- 
vent the development of the unsightly double chin it is 
well to wear the Reduso chin protector to bed. 

In the matter of clothes Husband should be guided 
by the latest styles and should have enough variety 
so that Wife will not become weary of one suit. If he 
could remember to wear her favorite color tie on special 


or 





occasions, it would bea delicate touch. Socks, 
ties and gloves in matching or carefully con- 
trasted shades give an insouciant effect. A 
flower in the buttonhole suggests eternal 
Springtime and romance. 

The proper amount of sympathy and in- 
terest shown in Wifey’s work is of course 
essential. Husband will do well to keep in 
touch with the special problems she has in 
hand. ‘Time spent in the study of these 
subjects will not be wasted, as it will enable 
Hubby to ask intelligent questions and per- 
haps even to offer helpful suggestions now 
and then. If, however, Wife comes home 
weary and distrait he must have the tact to 
refrain from “talking shop” and chat lightly 
and easily of soothing subjects. In the busy 
seasons, when she has been kept late at work 
by pressure of important matters, he must 
have home pleasant for her when she returns 

her big easy chair drawn up before the 
fire, her favorite dinner waiting to be served 
as soon as she is ready for it. The lights 
shining from the home windows and the 
thought that Husband is waiting there for her will draw 
her past all dangerous distractions back to the home 
nest. 

Open disagreement with Wife’s opinions on any 
subject should be scrupulously avoided. It is pront- 
able to convey the subtle suggestion that she is of 
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course right in whatever she does. This supposition And when you nearly rammed a load of red and heavy bricks 


not necessarily effect Husband’s own actions and 
opinions to any marked extent. By no means must 
she be made to feel that the matrimonial yoke rests 
heavily upon her neck. It must be just the finest silken 
thread held lightly but surely in Friend Husband’s 
capable hands. 

These few suggestions are simple enough; prac- 
tically self-evident to the intelligent husband. But it 
does no harm occasionally to remind him of them. 
Practised with proper discrimination in the individual 
case they may have lasting results in cementing con- 
jugal felicity. 


Inscribed to a Lady Motorist 
By C. L. FunNeELL 


AIR Maid, your generosity is worthy of acclaim; 
Your love of nature also ought to bring you ample fame. 
A picture of your disposish would grace the grandest halls, 
And tablets to your winning smile would Art-ify the walls. 


But Lady, when you bought that car and 
had it ’most a week, 

And zig-zagged up my sanded drive, and 
stopped with wailing squeak, 

I thought you knew the way to 
chaufe—I mean knew how to run 
it. 

You asked me out to ride with you—I wish 


you hadn’t done it 


You started well. Just stalled it once, 
but when you shifted gears 

The music that exuded forth was wearing 
on the ears; 

And when you took that winding hill and 
pointed to the view 

You missed your shift entirely and re- 
versed a mile or two. 


You always kicked the throttle when you 
meant to hit the brake, 

Although you smiled engagingly and mur- 

mured: “‘My mistake!” 
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I almost pushed your floorboards out. I had a swell time 
Nix! 


So while I like your disposish and dote upon your hair 

And thoroughly approve of all the costumes that you wear, 
And while I palpitate with joy whenever you arrive, 

The next time you invite me out, for Pete’s sake let me drive! 


He Loses Out 
“What’s the matter, Colonel?” 
‘“T was promenading with my wife. I was drunk but d)gni- 
fied. I had her fooled, I had the whole street fooled.” 
“Yar” 
““Then I stumbled over a burnt match on the sidewalk and 
it was all off.” 


Placing Him 
“What shall we say of this celebrated prohibition poet?” 
‘“‘Eulogize him as the bonedryden of modern literature, and 
let it go at that.” 
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A Tragedy of the Sea 
B Ki NNI H | Ro ERTS 
“An ng sh Lp , Trét entl christe ned at Hoe Island eT? 
the Outstconck, the Shawanagunk, the Schickshinny, th 


Shivwit and the Shunkscut. News / m. 
| > 


APTAIN OSRO PUKKINS, master of the 
CO good ship Shawanagunk, strode moodily up and 
down the Shawanagunk’s bridge. Captain Puk- “o @ 
kins hailed from the State of Maine, and the bay rum 


17 


toddy with which he had topped off his frugal supper 





of two quarts of fish chowder, eighteen sody biscuit ard 
twelve flay jac ks did not tend to soothe him as his daily 


slug of Jamaica ginger had been wont to do before 


Maine put the ban on Jamaica ginger. 

Suddenly a hoarse voice floated up over the Sha- 
wanagunk’s starboard quarter. 

“What ship is that?’’ bawled the hoarse voice 

*‘Shawanagunk, five day s outa Portland,” bellow: 
Captain Pukkins moodily 


““How’s that?”’ bawled the hoarse voice 








“Shawanagunk! Shawanagunk!” bellowea Cap- 
tain Pukkins 
*““Shawana what?’’ bawled the hoarse voice. 
nis, junk, 4 ink, gunk! * howled Captain Pukkin D y SANFORD ‘. OTLEY 
““Shawanagunk! Shawanagunk! Shawanagunk!” Century Bandit—K 
“Shaw anagunk 7, a hoed the | Oarse voice incredu- I 
lously. ‘“‘Holy mackerel! Shawanagunk Can you a os —— ae é 
; . ~. board rail and passed slowly astern, punctuated evel 
beat it! Shaw anagunk. 7 } ion bv ; a nta® 2 “CL. po 
- -) Aue ese — ere and anon by a derisive shout of “Shawanagunk! 
Ya-as, Shawanagunk! shrieked Captain Pukkins 
“ cr ’ #. | ] ] %11 
If you've got any kick, come aboard and I'll shawana- I] 
gunk you! : / WO days later the good ship “Queen of the South’ 
Hoarse hoots of laughter floated up over the star- was heading southwest. 
Captain Osro Pukkins, happily 
, 
i contemplating a black flag on which 


was emblazoned a_ spotless white 
skull and crossbones, strode briskly 
“ \ : up and down the bridge. From 

cgi * _e 3 the bows came the smell 0’ 
fresh paint, as a jolly jack tar pre- 
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pared to paint the word “South” 





over the dimly discernible letters 
“ounk.” 

“We'll head down into Flores 
Sea,” said Captain Pukkins to the 
first mate. “] know an island down 
there with a golden beach and won- 
derful palm trees and the purtiest 
gals and hard likker that would 
knock your eye out!” 

“Me for that!”’ said the mate. 
‘I. couldn’t have stood that 
















i] A . > 
YF, \ Shawanagunk = stuff much _long- 
thi! %9 
j oe TMAH | er. 
t NT ‘ ; : 
4, Wi) y! Don’t you say Shawanagunk 
INZFD EN ew ee aaa 
\ SX \p.2 to me again: shouted Captain 
“= Pukkins in a sudden passion, “or 
\ . I'll stop the Shunkscut and have 
‘ \ <OVQ you p c be al 1 er sa 
| (| \\\\\ \ a \\ Creu you put aboard her! od 
tt \ \ \ a, Wana S _ Cowering, the first mate hid 
| \ LOA mY , . 14 
D » Sens ee himself beneath the folds of the 
j : \l Jolly Roger; and the “Queen of the 
“What terrible En! I tt Y hould y ‘ a mmy Jones tod nd South ploughed steadily south- 


west. 
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I might have debate: 
other man in New York, 
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Having paused on 
Library to escape the rain, | 
in status quo so long that a beautiful cop on 
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haired man in the uniform of a custodian was flitting 
from picture to picture, passing the time of day with 
each. In “doing” an art gallery it is customary t 
pick out the most comfortable spot on the bench and 
gaze with half-closed eyes at each gem in turn—in 
reality resting your feet in the new pumps and taking 
acatnap. If you’ve same one in tow whom you must 
impress, you carelessly sprinkle your conversation with 
ig : high 
lights” and the like. I waited till the custodian had 
made his rounds and satisfied himself that all’s well 
then began my own personally conducted tour. 
Wilkie, old dear, was represented by (1) “ Land- 
“Landscape with 


‘atmosphere, “‘chiaroscuro,” “composition,” 


scape with Group of Goats,” (2 
Group of Gypsies,” and (3) “Landscape with Group 
With true Scotch canniness, Mr. Wilkie 


employed the same old landscape in each instance 


ol | adies.”’ 


like the traveling photographer with his eternal back- 
drop—and you paid your money and took your choice 
of goats, gypsies or ladies, one price for each. 

Joshua Reynolds’s one best bet 
was a “Boy in a Red Dress.”” But 
thinks I, if Boy, why Dress; if 
Dress, why Boy? Probably an 
early portrait of Julian Eltinge, or 

I’d a bother, I mean brother, but 
it’s the same thing—have him now, 
temporarily mislaid—who used to 
be put into checked aprons to pre- 
vent his running away. To render 
the act null and void he had but to 
stick the apron tails into the fire 
and sally forth minus most of the 
blue checks, attracting considerable 
attention by the display of garments 
being worn by all our best Broad- 
way stars in current attractions. 
Who knows but what Josh, too, was 
brother to such a one? 

Large on the horizon loomed 
Andrea del Sarto’s “‘Tobit and the 
Angel.” Tobit wore a nifty straw- 
katy and his red flannel undies. 
Perhaps you think the two don’t 
gee, but knowing the unseasonable- 
ness of New York weather, I set 
Tobe down as an apostle of pre- 
paredness. He was in his stocking 
feet, but to give them the military 
air he’d turned *em down at the 
top and laced *em up again with 
string from the laundry package. 
He had donned a black middy 
out of defiance to the Gotham 
blanchisseuses, or maybe it was 
white when he put it on that morn- 
ing. His waist was girded with the 
family bath towel (1 bet it was the 
last clean one, too!), for he had 
come either from the ole swimmin’ 
hole or from doing the dishes, while 
in a careless, degage manner a nice 
cold, clammy fish rested upon his 
left hip. Clasping his hand, oh, so 
lovingly— Do I not know that 
loving clasp employed when lead- 











ing you to condign punish- 
ment!—was the Angel, wig by 
Hepner, shoes by Vantine, 
robes by the village dress- 
maker out of last winter’s par- 
lor portieres. His wings at 
top were badly sunburned— 
he’d been swimming too. He 
carried a gilt jigger which at 
a distance bore a close resem- 
glance to a banana—and migh 
be almost anything but the 
Tobit 


a ngel 


kitchen stove. looked 
sweet] 
as people always do 


uncomfy, the 
serene 
when YOU are in the wrong. 

Like an oasis in the desert 
was J]. B. Robie’s ‘Flowers 
and Objects of Art.” The 
flowers were espesially easy to 
if you're 
not on intimate terms with 
them, at least you know you’re 


not k OKING at 


contemplate; even tf 


vegetables or 
shoe-tree Objects ot arts 
Thev’re tank- 


ards and thingummys, carved 


objects of art 


and filigreed and embossed— 


+ 


-] ] + : + . me 
clocks that won’t run, curious 


x = tt ] 


china critters, sex and genus 

~ . 
unknown the ort of stuff 
you vive to peoT le as wedding 


presents, because they don’t 


CO nuch and 


awful lot. 
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OOK iI1Ke an 


Here the custodian became 


highly suspicious of mv deep 
nterest in | treasures He 
could find no discernible 


. ° 
Cnange since 
tion, W hi non 
} 
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“1 
bewilderment. 
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Wuy Nor Tie a 


tures he looked at me, 


~~ . 
tally estimating my\ 


nen- 
market 


man s 


1 } ° 
Value, and if ever a 


countenance registered one 
ninety-nine, his did. My criminal tendencies he 


detected at once, but how to get the deadwood on 

; oo 

puzzled him. Sniffing, he resumed his 
but tl 


seat and somnolent attitude, but this time he slept with 


me I could see 


one eye open. 

Hard as times are I’d have paid money to see Leon 
y Estcosura’s “Soldiers Resting.” By their kit and 
*coutrement you’d say they started relaxing shortly 
after C. Columbus invaded our sacred quiet and laid 
the foundation for all our future troubles; so by now 
you'd think they’d entirely recovered from that tired 
feeling. But there they were still at it. One sojer sat 
on the ground cleaning his sword, each gory spot a 
head lopped off that day; a second, holding up a post, 
rolled his own; upstage a confrére examined his gloves, 
pondering whether to wash ’em or wait till dry clean- 
ing was invented; while the Doug Fairbanks of his 
time had ridden right on to the front porch amid the 
madding throng, without troubling to check his horse. 
Oh, well, I believe in making yourself at home. And 


StrinGc ArounpD LiBEeRTY’s FINGER so SHI 





Won't 
Forcet Wuy We Foucur? 


speaking of home, I know where you can get the best 
Attaboy! Art is long and time is fleet- 
ing but neither one’s filling. 
“When I hear those waffles callin’ 
Then I don’t heed nothin’ else. 


Say no more. 


Beelzebubble 
“What did the Colonel say when you announced me? I 
told you my name would call up associations. Didn’t it, now?” 


““Maybe so. He said ‘the devil!’” 


When a Missive Needs a Friend 
“This letter is marked ‘Dictated but not read.’” 
“And that last part is a prophecy. Into the waste basket 


with it.” 


Financial Catastrophe 
Willis 


Gillis 


What’s the matter with Bump? 
He was playing on a margin and fell off the edge. 
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A WIFE = DOMESTICS + BUTCHER+ GROCER + COAL + MILK + THE DOCTOR + ETc. ETc. ETc. 




























































his fig leaf, somebody yel 


since then man’s been two laps behind in the marathon 


for existence. This rude 


since Adam buried his upper lip in a hand-picked Green- 
ing. There are many who think it was a crab apple. 
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Anthropology It 
ua la Carte 


By Warren Woo 
Lew 
N the day 
Papa Adam 


dered around minus. of 


‘soak 


/ 


won't find it on the menu of a side-arm lu 


in lunchroom 


this 


r 


air And a lot 


bunk Webster 


boiled down and served 

that it’s man’s struggle for 

flavors come from the same tap. 
Take, for instance, 

about man’s agreement 


man’s got to get 
woman 


near-beer, and 


song won't, maybe ani 
mals will. 

Imagine the ecstasy of 
our old friend Mr. Dubb, 
when somebody slips him 
an S.R. O. for one of those 
high-brow talk fests. He 
both hands to hold 
up his lower jaw when the 


need S 


opens his 
Sut, 
spieler 


bawler-out 
attack 


chief 


gas 
when the 
touches on 
the contribution of sci- 
ences which have man for 
their object, you can’t see 
him for a cloud of dust. 
Mr. Dubb’s been the ob- 
ject of the landlord and 


the ice-man too long to 
require further informa- 
tion However, as my 


old pal, M. Brocca, chor- 
tles, anthropology is the 
biology of the human race. 
That's all right, M. Broc- 
ca, but the undertaker is 
the only bookie that will 
| et a bet. 





with 
rowed that stuff from the classics: 
something 





Anthropology is an expensive sound 


; , : 
him! and 


the animals He 


to agree with 


“Sister, do 
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you believe 


with a peanut?” 


k 


state of affairs has persisted to sprinkle 


ig title. You It’s fair enough to be classed with the animals, but 

nchroom. But men must admit that somebody’s been a traitor to 
portions we find _ the sex. 

of other Any library will check you out three volumes on 

man’s relation to the brute creation, but there’s a time 


mention 


but even at that, 
him. If If vou do a little nut cracking on your own account 





Look Berore You Leap! 


was one of those Alpha Omega philosophers 
who invented the science of anthropology. Dividends 
were scarce in the hat cleaning business, so the a. o. p. 
tucked his beard in his collar and bought a ticket for 
Monsieur Brocca’s race. He must have picked a day 
when there was a slow track. Maybe he hit the county 
i Anyhow, he loaded up on a lot 
but 
raised the 


FE 


W hen 


; 


wan- fair, or a shore resort. 
bull about man’s agreement with the animals, 
took that excursion before they 
When he returned, there 
mustard before his path; still, 


s intelligence, they used to decorate the brows 


eve! he probably 


ante on hot dogs. were none 


. kl for showing 


hardly le 


of his ancestors with soup greens. 


in every man’s life when friend wife puts him down 


bor- for an insect. Insects are bugs, and most bugs are 


a DT ital. 

you ll discover plenty of 
bug species among the hu- 
man race. A bug is a thing 
with a low clearance, and 
anything low is awful. 
Most bugs low 
they would have to crawl 
on a soap box to throw 
something at an animal’s 





"are so 


eye. There were enough 
bugs on soap boxes last 
vear to fill the Federal 


prisons, and some of them 
got there. 

Anthropology is a sort 
of mental vivisection of 
man, from the way I dope 
it, and an anthropologist 
is a gink who the 
apologizing. I have a 
hunch that most of these 
anthropologists are like 
the lilies in the field; only 
they aren’t the same color. 
They toil not much, as you 
know, and the only thing 
they spin is twisted bunk 
about my brothers. Wehe- 
men must stick together. 





does 


ich a large animal could be satisfied 
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Hlub—W ell, U'll say this for vou, Kit 
Kitty—My dear boy, | ildn't dar 
Back to the Old-Fashioned Way 
By W. K. Porzer 


HEN you were a little fellow you went fishing 
\ \ purely for the sport there was in it. You fared 
forth with a light pole, a thin line, a bob, and 
a large hook (the larger the fish you wanted, the larger 
the hook must be, was the axiom of your boyhood days). 
Impaling a juicy worm, you cast well over the lily pads 
and waited, on tiptoe, for the thrill which 
followed with the first nibble. 
Came the longed-for bite; you gave the 
played the finny back and forth across the 
The instinct of sport ran high. It was an 
whether the struggling fish would outwit 
that you would draw him triumph- 


delicious 


rod a twist 
and one 
lily pads. 

even break 
you and escape OI 





antly to shore. 

But with the passing years 
you grew hog-fat. You mistook Fad 
your laziness for superiority, and A. , 
disdainfully forgot the joys of old- eit + my 
time angling. Your ideas of sport GF a Se — 
entwined themselves about a wal- aa 
lowing motor boat, well stocked 
with bait—in bottles,—a _ rope- i 
like line, strong enough to hold | now 
anything that swims, a_ stout wee —_—_—— 
hook, some fish food and a lot of Prawn by Dow Hexoxn 


WHat 


“chum.” 


CourTsuiP Is 
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ty, you seldom dress in bad taste 
to You don’t make enough! 

\rrived in deep water, over would go the anchor 
with a great splash; blop would follow a two-pound 


sinker; plenty of “chum” would be fed to the waters 
as an invitation to all fishdom to gather around. You 
fastened the friendly end of the fishline to a little bell- 
armed wire, sampled the bait and sank back for a well- 
earned snooze. 

Now and again the insistent tinkle of the bell would 
wake you, warning that a fish had persisted upon hook- 
ing itself. With a sigh you would bestir yourself, yank 
in mister fish, throw back the mighty sinker, collect 
the dollar bet you had won from your fellow fisherman, 
have another shot of bait to celebrate the event, and 
sink back to your interrrupted nap. 

That was but yesterday. Now—now—darn it! 
how can fish without bait? Must fishing be for- 
sworm for all time? Or—radical thought—shall one 
turn back to the fash- 
ioned way, keenly watching bobs, 
wading streams and energetically 


one 


Pot d old- 





casting from an active, boat? 
These are strenuous times, so why 
——> ———> not try the old way again? It 


offers a great novelty! 


The King’s Jester 
W illis—What is the best joke you 
ever saw about the postal service? 
Gillis—W ell, I saw Burleson once. 
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lation is to listen to a silver-tongued Hon. address- 
ing the dear people, and try to figure out, from what he 


promise on his sacred word of honor to do for us, 


what he really will do to us, if elected. 


Idealists 
By Rai \I. Jon: 
Young Leon Trotzky said one day 
lo Nicolai Lenine 


Don’t carry on that wav. old chap, 
We're really doing fine!” 





To Trotzky then old Nick Lenine 


Replied in accents faint 





“7 KnOW we're doin’ fine, n ad ' 
But Russia, Trot he* ain’t!”’ 











*7} ‘ j j ( ] tell ou i tire Trotzh 
D y Aw. Al 
; p Nou} } wane 7) / / ( 
I \\ 
Worth It 
T h S | t ° t t Will nothing please you?” moaned the author, as the editor 
. uDS u € handed him a market basket full of unsaleable manuscripts. 
By Tom P. Mo “One thing will,” said the editor, when he had OKed an i 
, lines comm ls ey a es sand ver i 
N vears agone there was a great craze for puzzle order on a printer for five hundred thousand rejection slip 
. 2 , ' a3 ‘1’ : m dollars . {to llustrate = er 
pictures, containing deftly hidden figures of one I'll pay you ten dollars a word for an illustrated and verbatim 
a ‘ 39 ‘ ’ ’ a rie _ et vhat sn? thind the ced d mS ‘ . Ian ce 
kind and another.” related old Timrod Tar v. report ol y ha ent on behind the closed doors of the Peace 
‘ 1 Conferen 
How well I remember the ecstatic howl that always onlerence i 


arose in the settin’-room of our humble cot when at In 1929 
4 2 | n 
eventide Horace or Gifford, as the case ma\ have been, a ; 
| } } ost office the Weel 4d “ Vrs. Little Willie broke his arm in the apple-tree. 


yrung home from the | a 
. . . . ..% ’ Millis lid he { u f 
and Fat hful Guardian [ne IT ” and I ireside, with M Gi on | he tall 3 = it : ' 
“tng Urs. Wi No: he fell into it, from his toy airplane. 


the puzzles in it! 
= \h! How we loved to gather around the n arble- 


ly, and con, 


















topped center table and spread out the week 
let us say, the picture of a happy family of thirteen 
visible members, and turn and twist the paper this way 
and that until we finally unearthed the husband and 
father of the tribe, cunningly concealed in the folds of 
the braided mat, with the coal scuttle for his head. 
What a shout of triumph went up when at last we 
found him, and how sneaking he usually looked at 
being apprehended! ‘There were always several pic- 
tures of the same general sort in the paper. Sometimes 
there would be two lovers strolling in the wildwood 
and the accompanying instructions would bid us seek 
out the superfluous third party, 
which we usually did in the course 
of time, up a tree. Once, I remem- 





a 


ber, we were shown a flock of : = = ik 7 
chickens departing on the dead run, ~~ ~ ; 
and we were exhorted to find what 
had frightened them. After a lengthy 
search for the scoundrelly Senegam- 
bian whom we naturally suspected, 
we were amazed to discover instead 
a portly bishop. 

“I miss yet the profitable hours 
we spent in the cheery glow of the 
kerosene lamp, sleuthing out the 
hidden ngures. But fashions change 
in puzzles as they do in dances and 
diseases, and nowadays one of the 
ways I have of enjoying practically 
the same sort of mental stimu- Wuen Wirey “LEAvVEs FoR A CoupLe oF Days IN THE COUNTRY 
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Price Fixinc 1x Tue MarrimoniAL MARKET 


HAT is the market value of a wife! 
The question has been asked before 
Jokesmiths and dramatists have juggled 
with it But it has remained for a New 
York jury to solve the problem definitely 
and once for all. A wife’s value in dollars and cents 1 


$1 50.000. 


That was the sum awarded to a man, the other day, 
for the alienation of his wife's affections He was an 
ambitious person and asked for $250,00 The jury, 


however, thought that this quotation was above the 


prevailing market rate, despite the general boosting of 
the price of commodities. Perhaps the jury suspected 
profiteering. 

The case was not an unusual one except in the ver- 
dict rendered. A private in the army, the plaintiff 
lost his family ornament while away on military duty. 


The intervening villain was persistent and wealthy 


The latter deposed, during 
the trial, that he had lav- 
ished much more than the 
$150,000, eventually awarded 
the husband, on the woman 
of his desire. It is difficult 
to understand upon what 
basis the lady’s alienated 
affections were valued. One 
night suppose that they were 
worth little or nothing. In 
assessing the value of his 
love at $250,000 the militant 
husband paid his faithless 
spouse a rather subtle com- 
pliment. The jury, however, 
differed with this financial 
viewpoint, maintaining that 
these rare and tender blooms 
of conjugality were quotable 
at something above half the 
husband’s estimate. One 
cannot help suspecting that 
the jury was composed of 


married men. Drawn WG B. Inwoop 
Rabid Anti—Don't you 











\. E. Rottaver, Treasurer Grant E. Hamittron, Art Direct 
Liter / r Lawton Mackay, Wanaging Edit 
reward would have aroused no comment. But the 
jury, in a sincere burst of sentiment, sought to save the 
soldier’s future and his pocketboo k by severing him 


from a too expensive incubus, and the poor and 
perfidious rich man got his just reward in a piece of 
property of doubtful future value; such wives might 
he nestly be assessed at fifteen cents apiece two for 


But out of the whole edifying transaction one grasps 
the commanding fact that wives stolen by men with fat 
purses and lean morals are henceforth standardized at 
the fixed price of $150,000. The only point to remem- 
ber is that should you covet your neighbor’s wife be 
sure that you have on deposit and ready to hand a cer- 
tied cheque for the established market figure for erring 
“better halfs.”’ 

JUDGELETS 


1920—The apotheosis of Burleson. 
1921—Dissolution of the Fermented Water Trust. 
1922—Thanksgiving for 
the loss of personal liberty. 
1923—Abolition of mints. 
1924——Walking in public 
prohibited. 

1925 —See-saw proclaimed 
the national game. 

1926-—A state of war be- 
tween Congress and_ the 
people. 

1927—The soul decreed 
immortal. 

* * * 

There is only one way to 
enforce prohibition efficiently. 
Make the act of consuming 
alcohol a capital offense. 
Public penance and confes- 
sion for thinkingin terms of al- 
cohol. Paid breath-smellers. 
Surgical search of the human 
system for alcoholic calories. 

Why pike in this matter? 

* * * 
Incoming postmasters- 
know that tobacco is dead! general will hereafter have to 


Had the rich man in the : ee ; MA 
Why, a drop of nicotine on a dog’s tongue will kill him “a ; 
case made off with the plain- Incorrigible One—Wal, a quart of it on a dog's tongue ‘distribute something else be- 
tiff’s cook the astonishing wouldn’t hurt me none sides males in the post-ofiices 
16 
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La Baionnette (Paris) 


Digest ofthe World’s Humor — 

















- BAD 
|BREAKS. 








For the S. P. C. A.—**General Mon 


Well Done on the Coast—‘W ashing 
ton, June 15.—Epaulets, COOKED HATS, 
gold covered belts and highly ornamented 
special full dress coast heretofore worn 
by naval officers on special occasions, ar« 
abolished under an order issued today by 
Secretary Daniels.”—San Jose Mercury 











DOGS 





Versatile—Nip Harper says that when 


ash making an imposing figure on his Herald he takes his double-barrel shotgun to go 
gray horse, which he rode with General hunting, Towser refuses to be stam- : 
Hobbs and three Brigadiers.”—London Polite Murder—‘‘Outrages of the peded by trees hanging full of squirrels 


Times 


Who Wouldn't Be a Janitor? 
“ Janitor—wanted to take charge of 3 
cold water apartments, 1o families in 
each; 6-ROOM APARTMENT and bath for 
janitor C.-D., 330 World.”—Neu 
York Sunday World 


An Unintentional Judas—‘'! beg 
to thank you for electing me on Monday 
last. Nothing shall be wanting on my 
part to BETRAY the confidence thus re- 
posed in me.’’—James W. G. French in 
the Teignmouth (Eng.) Post. 


A Hospital Cleanser—‘‘ Wanted 


most CIviIL character continued to darken 
Jrish life.” Aberdeen Free Press. 


Neck and Neck 








and would hunt nothing but quail. When 
he takes up his rifle, then the sagacious 

animal will not cast even a sidelong 

glance at a quail, but gives his whole 
When Nip takes 
up his club, neither squirrels nor quail 
can secure any attention from Towser. 
He has eyes for rabbits only. And the 
other day, when Nip took his pole and 
fishing tackle to go fishing awhile Tow- 
ser gave a demonstration heretofore 
unknown in his curriculum. He went to 
work industriously digging up the ground 
in search of fishing worms.—Farming- 
ton (Mo.) Times. 


attention to squirrels. 


Muzzle Puzzle—Styles—lI have re 





A Young Person to help children and peatedly told my wife that I wanted 
CLEAN NURSES.”’— Sydenham (Eng.) M. Distrait—Tiens! j'allais sortir sans mon her to muzzle her dog. 
Gazette faux-coll! Mais ov diable ai-je bien pu le mettre? M yles—Perfectly right. 
Mr. Absentmind—Dear me! Going out with ‘**But she has repeatedly told me she’d : 

Hardy Mammals—‘‘Where dah- out my collar! But where on earth could I do nothing of the kind.” 


lias, sweet-peas, and other ANIMALS 
are to be planted, the ground should 


have put it? 


Le Péle-Méle (Pari 


“Well, what was the result?” 
“We compromised.” 


be manured.”—North Wilts (Eng. Super-Ambidextrous—‘ The volume *“How so?” 
Herald. is called ‘Anti los Barbaros. El Yanki “She muzzled me.”—Yonkers States- 
He Ahi el Enemigo’ (‘Against the Bar- man. 
Uplift—* Mrs. .as local Secretary  barians. The Yankee—Behold the En 
for the National Society for the PROMO emy’). Its cover-design shows a carica No Wonder!—* How old is your baby 


rion of Cruelty to Children, has for- 
warded to the Parent Society £47.” 
Folkestone Herald. 


Harry's Fiendish Hopes—* Harry 
Ashworth, who rode Royal Signet, only 
returned a few davs ago from France. He 
hopes to be DEMORALISED shortly.” 
London Evening Standard. 


ture of Uncle Sam WITH A RIFLE ON HIS 
SHOULDER, CLUTCHING DOLLARS WITH 
HANDS transformed into claws.’’—Liter 
ary Digest. 


Didn’t Ask Father For It—‘She 
held out her hand, and the young man 
took it and departed.” —Windsor Maga- 


zine. 
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brother?” 
mate. 


“he’s got twice as many legs.” 
lian 1dvor ate 


asked little Tommy of a play 


“One year old,” replied Johnny. 
““Ah!” exclaimed Tommy. ‘I’ve got 


a dog a year old and he can walk twice 
as well as your brother.”’ 


“Well, so he ought to,” replied Johnny; 
Chris 
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Knew His Business—“ Did you hear 
that man ask what time the 5:15 leaves?” 


“What a question!” 


“Oh, 
Slortes 


he 


used 


to 


live 


here!” 


Stray 




































Doomed 








m is collapsing everywhere.””—Cable 
ng maniac) —Of course you must die. In attacking m ou have 
fustr alia) Bulletin. 


Secret Diplomacy —* Traveling alone 
this trip, Boss,”’ asked the Pullman por- 
ter 

“Yes, George,”’ replied the little man 
“But why do you call me Boss? The 
last time I was on your train you called 
me Chief.”’ 

“Yes, Boss; but 
vou then and I had a suspicion she would 


your wife was with 


feel hurt to hear me call you Boss.” 
Yonkers Statesman. 





HIGH- 
BROWS 











Birds of a Feather—*‘A scientist, 
eh?” 

“Te. 

“What’s his specialty 

“He’s trying to find a substitute for 
gasoline.” 

‘] have an eccentric friend he ought 
to meet.” 

“What is vour friend working on?” 
Birmingham 


“Perpetual motion.” 


A ge-Herald. 

Pursued Nathaniel Hawthorne's 
handwriting was so illegible that some of 
his manuscripts remained unpublished 
This 


The story 


because nobody could read them 
was likewise true of Carlyle 
is told of a type compositor who was em 
ployed by a London printing office be 
cause of a strong recommendation which 
he brought Scotland. The first 


piece of manuscript given him to set was 


irom 


by Carlyle. 


“Niv Cod!” said the new typesetter 
“Have you got that man here too? I fled 
from Scotland to avoid him.”’—Ladies’ 


Home Journal. 


A Savant 
doing these days? 

“He’s writing a little 
of the encyclopedias.” 

“A little article, eh? 
him long.” 

“Evidently you know Pr 
Diggs very well. He has a reputation to 
sustain, and if he gets through without 
lamenting the fact that our public library 
contains only 100,000 reference books he 
won’t consider that he is doing himself 
Birmingham Age-Herald 


“What's Professor Diggs 
article for on 
That won't tah: 


don’t 


justice.” 


The Fatal Stroke 





“ Fais donc attention, le public va 


tu veux traverser la scéne a la nage!”’ 


roire que 
“Look out there! The audience will think 
you’re supposed to be swimming a river.” 


Le Rire (Pari ). 
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Terror Firma—Little Wiaillie—-What 
are debts par 
Pa—Debts. my son, are the silent 


partne rs ot experience { Wicd & Ve 


No Kick Coming— Verchant— Look 
here, that safe vou sold me last month 
you said was a burglar-proof safe, and I 
found it cracked this morning and rifled 
of its contents 

1 gent—Well, isn’t that proof that the 
burglar had been at it?—Boston Tran 
script 

Handed Down—'' This furniture an 
tique?”’ 

Ve 

“Did you inherit it?” 

“In a way My grandfather bought 
it from a man on the instalment plan and 
I took over the payments.” —Auansas City 
Souwnal 

Another Twist—‘‘ That man started 
in lite on fifty dollars he borrowed.” 

“And made a fortune, eh?” 

‘No, it ruined him. He found getting 
that money so easy that he’s been living 
on borrowed money ever since.”’—Kansas 
City Journal. 


No Facilities—‘‘I must have 1,009, 
ooo rubles right away,” said the Bolshe- 
vik Minister ot War. 

‘You'll have to wait a while,” said the 
Bolshevik Minister of Finance. 

‘“What’s the trouble?” 

“Our press has broken down.”’— Bir- 
mingham Age-Herald. 








| MATRI- | 











MONY | £ 
aie __| Y 
Home Division—Mrs. QUuizzicu 


Have you no brother or sister? 
Flossie—I had a brother, but we're 
divorced. 
Urs. Quizsicus—Divorced! 
Flossie Yes, pa’s got Jack and ma’s 


cot me.—Club Fellor 


Detestable—Bucon— Ever have the 
acoustic properties of vour house 
tested? 

Eghert—Oh, yes. My wife is testing 
them all the tin e.—-Y onkers Statesman. 


Deceit Revealed — “Judson played ne 
ra mean trick the other day.” 


“What did he do?” 

“He was visiting at our house and 
boasted before the whole family that he 
had never been sick in his whole life 

‘I don’t see anything mean about 
that.” 

“Well, one night, not more than a 
month ago I told my wife I had to go 
and sit up with him.” 

“Oh! !"—Wichita Eagle. 

Freedom’s Atmosphere — “ Does 
your wife object to you running around 
with your men friends?”’ 

‘Not my married men friends,” re 
plied Mr. Dubwaite. “But she draws 
the line at bachelors.” 

“Why so?” 

“She savs whenever I go out with a 
party of bachelors, I always return home 
Birmingham Age 


greatl) depressed.” 
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Blanco y Negro (Madrid). 
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Aim to Please’ 





YOUNG- 
STERS 














Identification —-\ittle brother’s chum 
appeared unceremoniously in the parlor 
where big sister was entertaining her 
Sunday afternoon beau. “Is Bobby 
home?” he wished to know. No, Bobbv 
was not at home, and then, oh, unfortu- 
nate impulse, big sister desiring to show 
her visitor her swect graciousness even 
in the bosom of her own family, solici 
tously inquired 

“Who shall I tell him called?” 

Bobby’s chum twisted his cap, doubt 
less unaccustomed to such rare courtesy, 
and desiring to identify himself to his 
chum while remaining incognito to these 
queer adults, at length replied: 

‘If you'll just tell him that the guinea 
pig’s got the little ones, then he’ll know 
who it was that called.”— New York Ex 
ning Sun. 


Fair Warning—Edward, a six-year 
old urchin, accidéntally cut his shoe with 
his knife and his father proceeded to scold 
him at great length for his carelessness. 
lhe little fellow listened patiently for a 
time, then, looking up at his father, said: 

‘Papa, if you don’t stop talking so 
much about it you'll get me mad, too.” 
St. Paul Dispatch. 































rself.—London Opinion 


Graphic —Archie, the little boy in 
E. F. Benson’s latest novel, “ Across the 
Stream,”’ had been seized with a strong 
desire for literary composition, and had 
composed a very remarkable short story 
which may be given in full. 

Chapter I 

“There was once a merderer with 
yellow eyes, and his wife said to him 
‘If you merder me you will be hung.’ 
And he was hung on Tuesday next.” 

“ Finis” 


The Bookman 


Applied Cubism 
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The Greater Risk—**To me, it seems 
so extravagant that people should go on 
hiring professional cooks in their homes 
with food prices so high.” 

“But, my dear fellow, think of the 
extravagance of entrusting this high 
priced food to inexperienced wives to be 
ruined and wasted.” —W ichila Eagle 


Unlucky Speech—‘‘The hostess asked 
me to have another sandwich and seemed 
offended when.I said, ‘No, thank you. | 
don’t want to gorge myself.’ ”’ 

“I’m afraid you committed a faux pas.” 

“How so?” 

“The diminutive size of the sandwiches 
made your reply sound suspiciously like 
sarcasm.”’—Birmingham A ge-Herald. 

Love’s Discriminating Generosity 
—He—How do you find the oysters, 
Miss Smith? 

She—They are simply delicious, and I 
am awiully hungry, too 

He (to waiter)—Bring another plate 
of crackers.—Hotel Gazette 


A Bullish Dinner—Floor brokers on 
the New York Stock Exchange are much 
fatigued at the end of a million-share 
day. No relief is in sight until the volum« 
falls off—and some think this will not 
result in spite of higher commissions 
One tired broker went to sleep right after 
dinner and in the night he dreamed th: 
he attended a brokers’ dinner in a bone 
dry State. The menu appealed to him 
and he jotted it down. Here it is 

STEEL’S HOTEI 
Calumet Clams on Royal Shell 
Odd-lot Pea Soup 
Kennecott Salmon, Zinc Sauce 
Pommes Preferred 
Chile Con Carne 
Anaconda Duck, Smelting Sauce: 
Coast Line of Beef. Frisco 
Third Avenue Salad 
Consolidated Ice Cream 
Wabash Wafers Locomotive Cakes 
United Fruits 
Price: At the market 
—W all Street Journal 


Not Enough Eating Places—‘‘Well,”’ 
asked the architect who had been com 
missioned to make a set of plans for 
city hotel, “how do you like them?”’ 

“They won't do. You have provided 
for only six kinds of dining rooms.” 
Hotel Gazette. 














| 
| WHEEZES 











Devotion — The Americans are 
home-loving people.”’ 


‘No doubt 


man with a cinder in his eve 


about that rejoined the 


“Only 
wonderiul love of home would induce so 


to commute.” — Washington 


many of us 


Star 


“What we 


said the 


Something for Nothing 
want is constructive criticism,” 


man with an eye to the main chance 


“What’s your idea of constructive 
criticism?” 
. Expert advice, gratis.”’—Wasnington 


Star 


‘*Doesn’t smoking in 
asked Brow1 


wanting to 


A New Truth 
terfere with your 
“Not half as 


smoke ” replied 


work?” 
much as 
Smith.—/ 


ondon An 


swers 


rhe litthe man made his 
“This seat 


Under-Sees 
wav back to the box office 
number sounds like a German submarine; 
said 
want to exchange it merely 
asked the 


it’s U-1o0,”” he 
“You don’t 
on that 
ticket man 
“No, but I thought vou might be able 
to supply me with a periscope to see over 


account, do you?” 


that big woman sitting just in front.” 
Boston Transcript 


is mighty 
he?” said 


Mighty Careless——Smith 
careless with the truth, isn’t 
Brown 

‘Yes,”’ replied Jones. ‘Why, he’d try 
to deny it right after he had eaten a raw 
onion.”’—Knoxville Journal and Tribune. 


A Soft Answer—”* See here, John!” 
“Well?” 


“Mother noticed 
day and you were looking at every pretty 


you down town to 
girl on the street 

“There were none in your class, dearie; 
I made careful comparisons.” 


What could she say after that?—Neu 
York Herald 
Force of Habit—/Purk—lI'll bet a 


cookie that tall girl isa telephone opeta- 
tor 

Wood—Why? 

“T was at a fishing party with her the 
other day.” 

“T don’t gettcha.” 

“The first time she got a bite she yelled 


‘line’s busy.’”—Youngstown Telegram. 
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The Guilty Conscience— Blond. 


ll never go to a show with Gerty Giddi 
S long as | liv c “g 
Brunetta—What's wrong with Gerty? 

‘A comedian on the stage sazid some 
hing about a lot of sinks at home being 
ull of dishes 

“Uh huh 

“And right away Gerty stood up and 
aid, ‘Oh, you mind yeur own business.’ ”’ 


Youngstown Telegram 
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Alternate Insomnia—Admiral Sims 
said at a dinner in Washington 

“And another frequent cause of di 
vorce is alternate insomnia.”’ 

“Alternate insomnia?” said a nerve 


specialist incredulously “Pshaw, ad 
mirel! What the deuce is that?” 
* Alternate the 
explained, “is a complaint common to a 
great many husbands and wives. Which 
ever goes to sleep first keeps the other 
awake all night snoring.”—Detroit Fre 
Press 


insomnia,” admiral 


As his rel 
George 


It Has Happened Before 
atives and friends are aware, 
Wharton Pepper is a non-smoker. 

Not long ago Mr. Pepper was about to 
entertain some distinguished guests whom 
he delighted to honor. 

His first move in the direction of their 
entertainment was to procure and send 
to the house some particularly choice 
“set him back” to 
But it seems 


Havana cigars, which 
the tune of fifty cents each. 
the cigars arrived before itwas made known 
at home that the guests were expected. 

That evening Mrs. Pepper said to her 
husband, ‘‘Some cigars came for you to 
day—evidently a gift from one. 
Knowing you didn’t smoke, I gave them 
to men who were working in the house.”’ 


Philadelphia Ledger 


some 


Not Quite Culpable 


anit 


Y 
SLY, 


44 


> 


Betty (after a visit to auntie, who i 
awing-room, mother, but 


London). 
21 


noted for her extreme love of cleanliness 
(after a pause) it was washing itself! 
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Mistaken Philanthropy 
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His Cross——Flathush—So vour bov's 
back from the war? 
Be nhurst—VYes, he’s back 
Did he win a 


Well, he brought home a French wife 


cross over there?’ 


with him VY onkers Statesman 


Grit and Grips—A _ trainload of 
wounded for a Southern hospital was met 
at one of the way stations by the Red 
Cross women, who went through it, 
giving what aid and comfort they could 
One, noticing the unusual pallor on the 
face of a boy stretched out on a cot, un 
fastened a rose from her breast and 
handed it to him. As the soldier made a 
move to take it, she asked him if he didn’t 
want it, and another who lay near said 
‘Lady, you don’t understand. He wants 
it, but can’t take it; he has no hands.”’ 

Of course the tears came to her eyes, 
and she choked when she tried to speak. 
But the first one laughed and said 
“Never mind, lady, it’s all right; he 
for he has no 


hasn’t anything on me, 
feet.’ Wall Street Journal Straws. 
. 


He Was Homesick, Too—' Well, 
Sam, you're back home again, all right?” 


said the employer to his colored workman 


Oh, ves, I’se back all right, boss.” 
Well. tell me, San did vou see any 


of those French ‘Blue Devils’ over in 


I’s not so shure. boss: but I dun see 

lot o’ American blue devils, an’ I was 
one of ’em, boss!’’—-Yonkers Statesman 

A Broken Promise—‘ You seemed 
embarrassed when that pretty girl met 
vou at the station.” 

‘I had a reason for feeling embar- 
rassed,”” answered the doughboy 

“What was it?” 

‘I promised to bring her the Kaiser’s 


ears Birmingham Age-Herald 


No Help—* Now that the war is over 
I dare say your boy can write you where 
he is located in France.” 
said Mr Cobbles 
information doesn’t do me an’ 


‘but the 
mother 


“Oh, ves,” 
any good. He might just as well say he’s 
‘somewhere in France.’ The names of 
them French villages don’t mean any 
thing to people who've never been outside 
of the State they were born in.’’—Bir 


mingham Age-Herald. 
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In Case of Need—Close Friend—I 
hear your husband has cases enough to 
keep him busy for two years 

Lovrover’s Wife My deer, 
don’t tell a soul, but he’s got enough in 


Iwo years: 


the cellar to keep him as busy as he 
usually is for the rest of his life! 


Expre Ss 


Not in the Movement—lIt was mar- 
ried men’s night at the revival meeting 
\ 


“Let all 


troubles on your minds stand up,” 


ou husbands who have 


shouted he emotional preacher at the 
height of his spasn 

Instantly every man it the church rose 
to his feet except one 

“Ah,” exclaimed the preacher, peering 
out at this lone sitter, who occupied a 
chair near the door and apart trom the 
others, ““yvou are one in a million.” 

‘It ain’t that,” piped back this one, 
helplessly, as the rest of the congregation 
turned to gaze suspiciously at him, “I 
can’t get up; I’m paralyzed.’ —Tit-Bits. 


Her Heir 





“ Det er ford an taenker saa megei, gutien 
” ’ ” 

“Men hoorfor har du saa meget haar, da? 

“Det er... gaa ind laeg dig, uskik- 
kel 4a u? fg ? 


“Mamma, why has papea,no hair? 
“Because he thinks so much, my dear.” 


“But why have you so much? 
Secause go away and do vour lesson 
uu naughty boy! Karikaturer Chris- 


anita). 
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“Hop on, Sonny, Tuts 
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No EvcRorean ‘Trip is Quitt 
Compete “Titi You ve 
Been Turovucn THE 
OrpvEAL at ‘lHI 
Cusiom Houst 

New York Tribu 
The very idea! This WE «~ ‘ 
féw man oF yours’ | , 
_— insists on reading eh tony 
w 
and debating MY aryl 


elected todo 
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Drawn by Heaman Patra 





HI 


season, 


lramati 


new l 
like the 


Ghoulish 


of the audience as t 


) prove 
Captain Dixon 


innocent n 





new government this obvious manner, until 
of the Jugo- they had carefully proved 
Croaks. began By Lawton Alack him guilty. The first thought 
vith violence. Not quite f Hw of the police must ever be 
1 Massacre—just semi- for the public. 
m irder to add zest to the occasion some tl ngs in ve \t 9:45" are a bit too 
At 9:45,” the first of the so-called “autumn at to be gulpable. When the doctor, examining the 
pla hit tow ot only ‘before the leaves began to gentleman who so unexpectedly toppled out of the 
t but even before é John Barle ce harve i closet reacl Y inside his coat and araws forth a fishing 
garnere to cellars. Evidently Manager William A nker which he exhibits as the bullet, it strikes one as 
Br believes in d g one’s shooting early. \ being unnaturally convenient. A_ bullet that had 
9.45" opens with the tranquillity of an Irish Conven- ierced a man from back to front would hardly be 
t As the curtain rises, various members of the cast carried his garments like loose change. But per- 
en bled ff tage for the venial purpose « I velling hay S the de ctor had had sleight of hand training. 
kicking a door down. Admitting themselves in Even more inexplicable is the failure of the police 
formal manner to the library, they rush about to search the library (all mysteries occur in libraries) 
liscover who fired a shot they heard. When, in the beyond a perfunctory once-over—not even a once- 
ourse of their search, the door of a closet is opened,out under the table—or to keep some one on guard so that 
falls with a flop the unconscious body of the son of the; accomplices would not steal in and carry off evidence. 
far If the cops connived at vil- 


l, 

The audience gasps. Pretty 
tiff shock for so soon after din- 
ner. The curtain hasn’t been up 


hive minutes 


But, once the gasping is over, 
the guessing begins. 

Who shot Jenkins? 

In melodrama every one is 
ruilty’ until proved innocent. 
The duty of a stage detective is 
to 1 the crime on one person 
after another—the innocenter the 
better—till, in the last minute 
of play. the least likelv one is re- 


vealed as the malefactor of great 
stealth. 

Due etiquette must 
In “At 9:45” an 


might have spilled the 


be ob- 
served. incau- 
tious co} 
beans at the beginning by exam- 
ining Captain Dixon’s much dis- 


cussed pistol; for, as it turned 

out later, the magazine of this 

gun was empty and the barrel 

immaculate. But no; neither the 1 

policemen nor the domineering lida. 

detective were so inconsiderate at her hil 
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lainy, they were certainly on the 
job where were 
cerned. Captain Dixon, having 
declared himself to be the guilty 
one, handcuffed and packed 
away in an adjoining room. The 
heroine then springs a similar 
confession and is stowed away 
likewise. Then the old but- 
ler follows suit with a third. 
This gives the detective a chance 
for a fine line with which to bring 
down the curtain at the end of 
thatact. So, as though automat- 
ically, the hero and heroine (the 
former strangely without hand- 
cuffs) are oozed out of the side 
room so as to form a cute group 
with the butler—and then the de- 
tective is able to say: “ Twoof you 
are the damnedest liars I eversaw.” 

Characters in a melodrama 
have to be considerate and act nice 
and supply all the comic relief 
they can. Otherwise the shooting 
and stabbing might seem unpleas- 
antly vulgar. 


climaxes con 


is 
















From “ La, La, LuciLie ’ 


POST CARD 
IMPRESSIONS 
OF BROADWAY 













r Ring the ? ndadenti 


core 0 Wu. 
LucitLteE, Her Fatuer and LAwyer 
Biackwoop (all at once)—The very 
woman! 
SmitH—My God! You don’t mean 
her! 
LuciLtLteE—I think I can trust Fanny. 


SmirH—You cen trust me. 


From “29 East »—_ 
A picnic for two in the park, far 
from the madding gossips, and 


then—Mrs Stop-Look-and-Listen. 







Fro m 
ag On 


LUCILLE ” 
oo 
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Mids * e 

= PS > 
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y st 
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= — ~ 

we 


Helen Clark, 
the Southern 


bride, mistaken : 
or the core- \e 


pondent 







A scene of Irish internal unrest from “ Dark ROSALEEN ” 
‘““Where—where did you get that gin, Martin? Not out of that Old 
Tom bottle down there! Merciful Heavens! The paraffin oil that Corny 
uses on the brasses! 
25 
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Marie Tifa Ed 
Marie Tiffany’s rich v 





tr ted 


aste ele ns. 
drowsy in “Sing Me Ske an 
aspiring in the afr D y Buck i 


“The Golder 
Sorter Miss You (Clay Sn 
{lda 


tor 04780 


Some sopranos may have prettier v 
France Alda, lew if any i 4 
ense for [ nging it the atent De 
col ta phrase Her singing and 
ing orchestral ac paniment make t 


Garde Républicaine Ba 

\ brass ba that plays with the 
i hestra hese ballet eject | 
Huntre *s” and the famo mber 
written to be lucked on violin strings, 
played with a gaiety, vivacity and caf 
enable ne to picture a stage full if i 


pirouetting ballerinas. 
, Kiss Me Acarn (Herbert 
Humoresque (Dvorak). 
rt’s Orchestra J 
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Stars and Cars 








CLARENCE WHITEHILI 


>) by Rain News Service 





ReEINALD WERRENRATH STUDYING THI ArTHUR F1 s SreeRING His SiMp-Le? Sam Asu Invites You to Riwe in His 
Secrets or Power (so Car 








Givuserre vE Luca Wuizzinc Past tHe Wasu Ameuita Gatui-Curct Groominc I Cuartes Hart anv His Arr-cooLep Fittines 
ON THE LIN: Moror 
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lrrepressible, Joyous, Irresponsible 


How To Do It 
“I wish you would fix this watch for me 


All in Vain 
some philosopher has stated . = 
[hat to strive for things is vain something’s the matter with it.”’ 
That success is over-rated “TI don’t see that anything is wrong.” 
And the prizes we obtain 


Disappoint us when we get them; 


“Well, it’s lost a minute in the last three 
months.” 

‘That's nothing to worrv about.” 

‘Aren't some of the works broken?” 

“No; they are all O. K.” 


‘Aren't some of the jewels lost or some 


One example will explair 


Here, before the mirror shaving 
With a trembling hand and blue, 
Well I recollect the craving, 
Little beard, I had for you; 





thing?” 

“*No—all here; it’s full je weled.”’ 
Do I cherish, now I've got it, this “I've lately suspected the case to be plated 
\ppendage Pas du tout! 

Dartmouth Jack eo’ Lantern 


How about it?” 

** Solid gold; none better.” 

“Well, I'm glad to hear you say that. Per 
haps you wouldn’t mind letting me have fifty 
on it.””"—Yale Record 


Favorite Falsehoods 
= ‘Well, sir, that’s the only part of the les 
; son I don’t know.” 








“Just wait until the first of the month, Government Ownership 


Rosey; that’s when I get paid “ ‘the Awakening Passenger Why are we stopping? 
“Yes, sir, you'll haf that soot to-night, posi Talk, Talk, Talk, Conductor—There’s a cow on ihe track. 
tively.” Divans, cushions, beer, laughter, cigarettes, Passenger—Why don’t vou chase it off? 
“My regiment was just about to embark Thick blue gray strata of smoke; Conductor—Can’t. It belongs to Congress- 
when the armistice was signed.” And more Talk, clever, effective. . . . man Rockhead.—Dartmouth Jack o’ Laniera. 


* Lost 3j wi ider: » ¢ , 
Lo Bill fold ith considerable amount de enntic Thrill-Hunter Pee 
pl money Liberal reward offered. Yale Strode to the curtain-crested window “ a ns — e al of all 
B Record And in ignorance of Village ways Street Orator advocate the removal oi a 
Opened it the Poles to a province of their own. 
Father's Attitude Inebriated Citizen (on the edge of the crowd) 
“No,” wept Percy Poorguy, “I cannot com And the cool draught I—hic—agree with you. I—hic—just ran 
mplain of my father’s treatment. The attitude Wafted the Talk into seven of them trying to—hic—get here. 
. . . ° . > . 7 »S ; . , re 
toward me which he constantly maintains in About the corners of the Studio, Cornell Widow 


Bringing back vapid vacuities 


his letters is one of unremitting kindness.” , 
Of spoken Nothingness 


‘Michigan Gare 


Then came the Suddenness of Silence: 
The Silence of Revelation 


She of quick perception 
[he woman who found emancipation, 
Called out sharply 
CLOSE THAT WINDOW! 
- And then thev knew 
Columbia Jester 





His Suggestion 
She—I don’t think father would ever hear of 
my marrving vou 
‘All right, then, we'll tell him, ourselves.” 











( Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern 
i ) “e We ll ce ee he _— er ven — the truth when you asked 
2.4 .?1030- ay = “Oh peu CC 
He—D , ——_ He—May I kiss your rosy, red lips “What did she sa 
aoe Cy t we buy all of ou: She—I think you’d better ask my druggist if “11.00 °¢ was none of my busine 
Cornell Widou it’s healthy, first. —Stanford Chaparral Yale Record. 
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Whoever loves or has occasion to use a good story and that 
means everybody will swear by this collection of 


The World’s Best Stories 


The most popular man in any gathering is the man 
with the largest fund of humorous stories. Witty 
anecdotes, that strikingly illustrate large truths, have 
often proved more effective than cold logic in win- 
ning the sympathy and support of audiences. Abra- 
ham Lincoln, in the great crises of the Civil War, was 
wont to illuminate, as by a lightning flash, some knotty 
problem of State to his distracted Cabinet by some 
quaint, droll story. Chauncey Depew, the prince of 
after-dinner speakers, is famous for his witty anec- 
dotes. Nothing strikes home like a really first-class 
joke, and this repertory of THE WORLD’S BEST 
cannot fail to prove a valuable social and business 
asset, as well as a perennial source of personal 
entertainment, taken in large or small doses. 


1260 Stories 
The Cream of Wit and Humor 


The Editors and Compilers of THE WORLD’S BEST STORIES have seen 
practically all the humor of the last 20 years and have collected a library which is 
probably the largest reservoir of jokes in the world. They have aimed to give as 
much variety as possible to thiscollection, while at the same time to use only such 
material as serves to illustrate some easily recognizable human trait. The anecdotes 
are racial, philosophical, human—there are native American and ‘‘Kid”’ stories; Irish, 
Scotch, Italian, Darky, Hebrew and Cockney jokes illustrative of racial traits—even stories 
exhibiting the unconscious humors of Teutonic psychology. These volumes are the con- 
centrated essence of fun. There is enough humorous nourishment in them to last an 
average life-time. And in addition there are 


81 Stories That Cost Over $12,000 


selected as Prize Stories, in a unique Short Story Contest, from over 30,000 manuscripts that came from al. over 
the world—from the Philippines, from Europe, Asia and Africa, and from every State in the Union. One manu- 
script was sent from a trench at the French battle front, where the story had been written between hand grenad*s. 
These 81 Prize Stories are the best of thirty thousand attempts to write a short story, by all sorts and conditions of 
minds. In their final selection of these stories, the judges were governed, not so much by the question “‘Is this super- 
fine literary art?’’ as they were by the question ‘‘Is this interesting—is it a picture out of real life which gives the reader 
a definite sensation and that conveys an idea much larger than itself?’’ Measured by this test, the 81 Prize Stories | 
are entitled to a place among the brightest gems of the short story art. 


Unconventional, 
Vivid Stories 
Full of Wit, 
Humor 


and 
Philos- 


ophy 










| 


Riotous Comedy Laughter-Compelling Humor—Somber Tragedy Brunswick Subscription Co J. 8-2-19 
. . , 418 Brunswick Bldg., New York Cit 
Heart-Searching Pathos in 1341 Stories—-The Best of the Modern eterna nsacensaliciage ee A — 
‘ _ Enclosed find $1.00, first payment on THE WORLD'S BEST 
World’s Wit and Philosophy. STORIES. If as represented, I will keep the books and re 
mit $1.00 a month for 5 months after their delivery Other 
J : / wise I will, within 5 days, ask for instructions for their return 
4 Volumes—Each 7 5-8x5 1-4 Inches. Tastefully bound in Cloth with at your expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt 
Gold Stamping. Beautifully printed on paper of excellent quality. Frontis- on 
piece illustrations. 
Address 
Add To Your Joys of Living By Using Coupon Today. Only a small a 
°,¢ ° 4 ccupation 
edition printed and the sets wont last long. Or, send $5.40 with order and save cash discount 
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" COHAN & HARRIS 


COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


The ROYAL VAGABOND 


A COHANIZED OPERA COMIQUE 


ELTINGE 


A. H. WOODS presents 


UP IN MABEL’S ROOM 


With HAZEL DAWN, JOHN CUMBERLAND, Others 


W. aend St. Eves. 8°20 
Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2:20 





Theatre, West 42nd Street. Eves. at 


8-20 
Matinees Wednesday & Saturday 2.30 





P KNICKERBOCKER fiee oss" Scat! WeG.% Bt 


JOHN CORT’S NEW MUSICAL COMEDY 


LISTEN, LESTER! 


A ~ T oO R Matinees Wedne-day and Saturday 2 


' EAST IS WES WITH FAY 


BAINTER 
BOOTH 45th Street west of Broadway Evenings 8 
“i Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2: 30 


' THE BETTER ’OLE 


WINTER GARDEN *” 


Sth St 


2:15 











J 





way and 50th Street 
Evenings at 8:00 











{ * Matinees 
Monte Cristo, Jr. ™7" 
An Exhortation 
By Gertruve A. Suita | 
| Y grandma always used to say 
} M That if a man were meant to love 


A girl, he'd find her in some way 
Guided by wisdom from above. 
(If she were in a bandbox hid 


He'd come along and lift the lid.) 


I am still in doubt: 
I don’t wear very pretty clothes, 
Perhaps you'll never find me out; 
And I have freckles on my nose. 
(My coat is warm, but it’s not chic. 
Oh, Mr. Man, please find me quick!) 


But somehow 








I always wear just plain dark blue; 
My hair-comb doesn’t show my curls; 
I like plain things, but maybe you | 
Are used to very fluffy girls 
(And you don’t know—’twould shock our ma- 
mas 
How sweet I look 


in pink pajamas! 


JUDGE 








Summer Shows and Survivals 


Attractions in New York Theatres that are Braving the Sizzle. 


~ 


By L. M. 





At 9:45—Playhouse. The trail of 
trigger-puller. 
Betrer “Ote, TuHe—Booth. 


father’s animated cartoon service. 

Crimson Apisi, THe—Broadhurst. 
a crime, but it’s interesting. 

East Is West—A stor. 
the Orient. 

Five Mittion, Tut 


Lyric. When 


the 


It’s 


the 


boys come home to the waiting girls 


ind villains. 


Fouiies oF 1919—New Amsterdam. Just 


dame after another. 
GAIETIES OF 1919—44th Street. 
bled scrumptiousness. 


GREENWICH VILLAGE 


one 


Scram- 


FoL_ities—Green- 


wich Village. Why the Tired Business 
Man is detained down town. 
Joun Fercuson—Fulton. Grim, finely 


acted 1 ragedy, 


La, La, Lucitte!—Henry Miller. Ma 


with a happy box office. 


nu- 


Bairns- 


Pajama-drama of 


a ae 


Litrte Journey, A—Vanderbilt. Hu- 
man zoo in a Pullman ark. 

Lonety Romeo, A—Shubert. Lew Field 
has an adventurous wet evening. 

Mipnicut Wuirt—Century Grove. Roof- 
top giddiness. 

Monte Cristo, |r.—W inter Garden. 
the overhead boardwalk. 

RoyvaL VAGABOND, Toe—Cohan & Harri 
Making Bargravia safe for 
and fox trotting. 

ScANDALS OF 1919—Liberty. 
with a shimmy motif. 

Sue’s a Goop FELLow—Globe. 
is a cousin of Charley’s Aunt. 

SPANISH OpERA Company—Cort. Latin- 

American outpost on Broadway. 
East—Marxine Elliott. The _ star 

boarder and the sweet young thing. 

Up wn Maseu’s Room—Eitinge. John 
Cumberland persecuted with lingerie. 


Via 


democracy) 
Scandals 


The plot 
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facturing divorce evidence on a hilari- Voice in THE Dark, A—Republic. Melo- 
ously wholesale basis. drama according to the blind. 
Ligutnin’—Gatety. Sagacious seediness. ZiEGFELD FROLIC Cocoanut Grove. 
Listen, Lester!—Knickerbocker. Nifty Closer looks at fair ones from the 
and unashamed. Follies. 
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SuMMER Furs ror SUMMER Foo.s 


“Why does your mama 
“Because it is stylish.” 
“But doesn’t 


“Oh, ne 


30 


we 


ar 


furs in the summer time?” 


it make her perspire?” 
it isn’t stylish to perspire.” 








[TENTax»DECK| There is Only One Way tc 
Keep Peace With Your Body 


By C. HOUSTON GOUDISS 


Publisher, The Forecast; Food Director, The Mother's Magazine, Founder, School of 
Modern Cookery and Nationally-known Food Lecturer. 











PNG CN ue 


‘VERY day a foe within menaces NUJOL is not a drug, not a medi 
4 your peace of body, mind and cine. It is a clear, tasteless, odor 
spirit. less, absolutely HARMLESS liqui 


that softens and lubricates. 
A silent, persistent foe, aided by 
many of the customs and habits of After it has softened the impactey 


modern life. mass of wastage in the colon, i 
. a eee smoothes the way to painless elimin 
Constipation ts its name. ation—and not one particle of i 


remains in the body to be absorbes 
or to interfere in any way with th 
health or comfort of the individual 


At one time or other it attacks nearly 
everyone. And more time, trouble 
and money are spent in the attempt 


to conquer it than for any other Constipation and NUJOL canno 





body-defense purpose. exist together. 
| | Incidentally, more harm is done by The one sure way to prove the accuracy c 
ora. Spt v.65. Done = ~ Fos eee, Se false measures of defense than by this statement is to try a bottle of NUJOL, « 
“uN | any cause save the foe itself. get one for some member of your family c 
f pea ee ee see : some friend who needs to make such a treat 
In this war there is only one way to _ of peace with the body. 
Never, No Never Again. make and keep peace. Be sure you gett NUJOL—the genuine, i 
By Ex-Cex, We. P. Suerwan, U.S. A NUIOL i ett han . bottles only bearing the NUJOL Trade Mark 
. ; . Is the peace-covenant IN There are substitutes, and you may suffer fror 


In France: 
I remember the day, when I happened to say, 
Though now it is hard to conceive it, 

“If ever I stand, on a bit of dry land 


A fortune won't get me to leave it.” Nujol Laboratortes, sraNDARD OIL CO. (NEW JERSEY 


With all of n Light, I longed for the sig! - ’ , 
I mv migh nge r the sight 50 Broadway, New . ork 


Of the spot w here the shore meets the ocean, 
In the height of my grief, I cried for relief 
From that sick’ning internal commotion. 


constipation. the use of them 







Nujol Laboratories, Standard Oil C (New Jersey), Room 199-S, 0 Broadway New York 
ease send me at once the booklet marked °Pogular as 
12 Months in France P mt RR BN _ Clockwork at . 
A vear over here has removed all my fear — “AS THE TWIG IS BENT” 
Of the sic kness that used to depress me. |__} Constipation in infancy and childhood 
. . : a is 7 “THE DAYS THAT GO BEFORE” 
Arideo’er the foam, if it takes me back home, |__} Constipation in pregnancy and nursing 
Is a prospect that doesn’t depress me. [— “WAGES OF NEGLECT” [— “AS THE SHADOWS LENGTHEN” 
r Constipation as a cause of oo | Jj Constipation in old age. 
A bunk and some grub, on a sea-going tub, 
No matter how much of a slow-boat; ND nwwnccc cass ons ases sen nteenscanccans sees neces ncenss e60d: monpesenshiines 


I wouldn’t protest, if they started me west 


Address 
In a scow, a canoe or a row-boat 








S) Thompeon’s LY Es WATER [BuRLINGTON HOTEL 


strengthens weak, inflamed eyes, and is an ideal 431 ROOMS, 222 BATHS 


Bem eye wash. Good since 1795. Keep your eyes well WASHINGTON D eC. 
: rou > - 


and they will help keep you 


En route Home—16 Days Out: 
I remember the day, when I happened to say: 
And now it’s not hard to conceive it, 
“If ever I stand, on a bit of dry land 





A fortune won’t get me to leave it.” . 35¢ At All Druggists or Sent by EUROPEAN AND AMERICAN PLANS 
The vow I made then, let me make once again te for our Booklet. It is FREE $2.00 and Up Per Day, With Private Bath 








__ JOHN THOMPSON SONS & CO., 68 River St., Troy, N. Y. Burlington Garage Connecting 





(To keep it this time, I’ll endeavor), 


Ge | 

I give you my hand, next time I hit land —_ 
} eg ee ee FOR g MEN OF BRAINS ?@ PRESS CLIPPING BUREAL 
I’M OFF THE OLD OCEAN FOREVER. | SRR SONEEEEEDMD EP Wo ote cand oon oft aonenae 
| clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sub 
| ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every news 
In Place of Glue. paper and periodical ¢ importance in the United States anc 











‘urone is searched. ‘erms $6.00 per 100 notices. 


“MADE AT KEY WEST.— | HENRY ROMEIKE. 106-110 Siecnth Ave. New York 


By Ex-Sercr. Rup Rennie, U.S. A. 








“The boat’s rocking badly; are you gonna 
sleep on deck tonight?” “ae wWesetes Sooeier Ths Somes ethos tell us they can't pein. to supply the yo oo 
CWane tf = ? : » aches ea s Copy o cially in the hospitals, for good periodicals. here never are enough ges to go 
as phe. if can get hold of some ashes. Jud When Peurve ‘round. Simply place a tc stamp on the cover and drop in the nearest mail box. 
Ashes: Fintoh 


: . ed Reading It Uncle Sam will do the rest. 
“Sure—to keep from skidding.” 
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Ein Peace and War Use 


PALLEN'S FOOT-EASE 


A pr ent British ay Hog er officer, in a 


speech about the war to a large ay of. basins 


men in N Y. City recently said, “After the tired 
soldier has returned from a 12 mile tramp, with 
swollen and aching feet, is there a mother, who, i 

I i get some Fuot-Ease 


she knew, would not go out a! 


to send to her b , 

People everywhere should realize the mfort de 
rived from Allen’s Foot-EKase, the antiseptic, heal 
ing powder to be shaken into the shoes, It take 
the friction from the shoe and gives instant relic 
to tired, aching, swollen, tender feet, corns, bun 
a Sy sters and « ises, 

if The Plattsburg Camp Manual advises all men i: 
Mat training to shake Foot-EKase in their Shoes each 
i m r. Try it yourself and if you have a son, 
/ I ether or friend in the army or navy, why not 
mS mail him a package now. Sold by drug and dep’t 


res ¢€ 


very where 











" 
} ' 

arm 
| ; } 











Reor , ave 

been made in full color 

yust like a a n the front c er of thi e, an 

mounted on heavy double mats, 11x14, ready for framing. 

You should ha ne of these appealing pictures. Sen 

as cent in ca r amps wit r name and address 
and « f the rints Ww e sent you by return 1 


WUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


Pe AAA te - ~ ——OIe 
** Start "Something ’ 
T i rr an 


> 
) 
} 
) 


> 








Don’t Wear 


a Truss 
Appliance, the modern 
ti the wonderful 


Brooks’ 





new discover relieves rup- 
will r ton trial. No 
nox! MR. C. E. BROOKS 
Brooks’ Rupture Appliance 
Has automat “ushions and draws the 
woken parts toget pa broken limb. No 


trial to prove 
Catalog and measure 
und address today. 


Marshall,Mich 


salves. No lie Durable, cheap. Sent on 
it Protected by U. S. patent 
nailed free. Send name 


Brooks Appliance Co.,409A State St., 


planks 

















































The 


eenth 


al 
1 June, follo 


gatherings in Cl 


Ww ing r the 


Lit avo 


well attended and as 


these assembDiles are. 


been arranged by 


Tom Daly, assisted by 
agi 


ley. The 


“blesse d 


Jc yy- Makers’ 


HI eventeentn I ua 
of the American Pre 
held at Philadel = t 


id ely 


al et New York, 





ws 
. ~ 
. * | 
} 
‘ 
\ 
' 
) 
| 
} } 
J 
Uy; r—| 
/. B | 
i) ( 


an! il convention 
Humorists 

a the la t eck 

o very successful 


was 

enjoyable as all 
\ fine program had 
f’? Alexander and 
Christopher Mor- 
a to 


perpetuate memories of the t, planted 
a chestnut tree in~ Penn mem Park. 


The Kiwannis 
Pen and Pencil 


luncheons, fully paid 


of the party, tri 


Forge, Wi Li lov 


Poor Richard, Rotary and 
Clubs 
for in 
John Wanamaker ente 
were made to 


Foes 


the visitors 
} 


numor, 


yave 
good 
ladies 
\ alle 

aiiecy 


Island, 


rtained the 


and Ho 
, and « Fos hos 


there were theater partie - 
: ee : ; 

pitalities filled the time joyously. The 

chief pleasure of these gatherings, how- 


ever, is found in the 


rare 


communion of 


wet By that makes this organization unique. 


“Grif” Alexander 
J. { 
Hubbard, sec 


dent; 


Kin 


. Higinbotham, 
retary-treasurer, 


elected presi- 
vice-president: 


and 


was 


| 


Tracy 


Towne, E. C. 





Don Herold, A. J. Taylor, R. O. 
berton, J. A. Charles 


Leedy as the executive committee. In- 
dianapolis will be the next place of meet- 
The new 


men I ers elected are 
.. Edson, Kate B. Burton, Leslie Van 
Every, T. C. O'Donnell, Albert T. Reed, 
Hiram QO. Greene, Hinton Gilmore, 
Charles FE. Sykes, Robert Lee, E. S. 
Kridge, Edwin W. 7 “Chic” Jack- 
son, Rev. Guv H. Cook, Ralph Bingham, 
Eugene T. Kinkel, William Gaar 
William Stanke. 

Those present not mentioned 
were: Berton Braley, K. C. 
Nicholas Beffel, Homer Croy, Mrs. George 
Douglas, L. H. and Mrs. Gingles, Chi H. 
Gamble, Mrs. Higinbotham, Edward W. 
and Mrs. Miller, Dr. John Hutchinson, 
Samuel FE. and Mrs. Kiser, Mrs. Leedy, 
Douglas Malloch, W. Kee Maxwell and 
Mrs. Maxwell, Mr., Mrs. and Miss Pem- - 
berton, Ted Robinson, Mrs. Robinson and 


and 


ab ve 


Beaton, John 


young Ted, Fred Shafer, Mrs. Shafer 
and son. James T. and Mrs. Sullivan, EF 


Robert D. 
Mrs. Clark, 
sixby. 


Sweet, A. J. Taylor, 
Clark and 


Louis Richards, and ** Doc”’ 
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BEST of the N EW 
RECORDS 
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‘orthcoming Farces 


By Har SETON 


The Four-Poster.”’ 
Double Blank 

Silk Sheets.” 

The Counte rpane 
‘Bolstered 1 p- 
‘ Pillow-Shams.’ 

Night-Caps.” 

‘The Crib.” 
‘The Sleeping-Draught.” 
‘The Lullaby.” 

Your Bed And Mine 
bedroom Sli pers 9s 
‘The Dressing-Gown.” 
‘The Morning After.” 

‘Bedlam.”’ 











What Is Success? 
Youn 


st read what Maurice Switzer. busines: 
excculive, economis t, poet 


and humorist ) 
has to say on the subject in 


CASHING IN 


ON WHAT YOU’VE GOT 


Just extra good common sense attractively and 
wittily served up. Every word is golden for thos« 
who are able to appreciate that cashing in on what 
ue have is entirely possible if we will follow 
few fundamental maxims. Maurice Switzer has 
produced an unusual type of literature; it is unique 
in its humorous 1 MP Yt philosophical insight, 
combined with pre ictical everyday advice. 

There is the flavor of Emerson, a suggestion of 
Arnold Bennet t, and a dash of George Ade in this 
book. Don’t miss reading it. Send your order 


in today. $1.00 Postpaid 
LESLIE-JUDGE CO., 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 


aS LEARN PJ] ANO! COPY THIS SKETCH 
This a a Book and let me sce what you cen =E3 





SO™mMeC 




















“« 


How Te oP, vith 2 Many 
Lear Bee | 
show wy an become a okille play er | 


» 
R Piane ot har organ ir re n at il 
: one-quarter usual cost ‘Dr r 
Written Met i is | 


eads of ri er | 
rds at once and n ole , Ie ks within | ¢ i tt rk and ¢ } 


| The yore School 2 fiiuetratine Cogs 
1483 Schofield Building, cea oO. 


All music free D 


Vr xlay for 64-page | H i 
M. L. Quinn Conservatory ‘Su io JH Secial Union 





ds B sten "Macs, 

















Tl gre Subscription and Editorial Matters 


ING OFFICES: Brun 
B i Ave YORK I st 1 Bo M ette B ( He BI 
\ ) 1 & S Ltd Cant H Bi Bb . | agt 
I I l \ r $ ) DIT IAL OF FI¢ I s 
I f \i | 1 ‘ J nsid 1 
i " ul Atori Cor i i I nied 
r f r 
4a f t I ( 1 I d ’ 
I at ‘ s i M 1 ! Pub 
| Mt kly Le J ( I \ 
, ; 3 York J \ 1 I I I P. Ske t 
1ANC ! IR at r 1} Ss ur A. E. Rol Tiea 
1 t Print t x l Pr 
veek 
























Complete Musical Outfits 
On Trial | 


OU may have your choice of i instruments and a complete musical outfit 
for a week’s free trial in your home. Outfit includes case music rack, 
all accessories, instruction book, etc. at factory price. Tremendoussaving. 


Paya feta Cents a Day 


Trial does not oblig: ate you 
If you decide to buy 





sums as low as a few cents a day. All ir saremne nts guaranteed. Wur 
litzer for 60 years has meant highest quality musical instruments. 


Send this Coupon ri 


Put your name and address in the coupon. We will mail a. “ & set oer Teouad, gin a oa 
free and without obligation, the interesting Wurlitzer homie 











After eee s return the outfit at our expense if you wish. 
ya may pay the direct-from-manufacture r price in monthly | | 


The Rudolph \ Wurlitzer Co. 
ept, 








160-page catalog Every instrument and outfit illus- we } a " 4 — be ¢ ye Sour 

trated and described. Mail the coupon today. enaala rect from the ma cturer op 
The Rudeiph Wortitzer Co., Dept. "4 4 nod ee ee 

B. 4th Sc , Cir bash Ave.. Chicago, Ill. 





7 Name eececcoconescccccccscosoccecescoocsesceossscocoseos: 
a Address 


lam interested in — 
Name of Instrument bere) 


WUuRLIIZER 


neg. U. S. Pat. 
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THE STANDARD 


Ginger Ale 


OF TWO CONTINENTS 


Order by the dozen 
for use at home 


























FILE | 


your copies of JUDGE and you 
will have a volume of the world’s 
best humor. 


Here is a serviceable binder, 
made of silk-finished cloth, with 
JUDGE stamped in gold on the 
cover 

$1.50 brings the 
binder to you 

LESLIE-JUDGE CoO. 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 


ee ee ee 


== 
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Linimeni 
Cuticura Stops (4, - 
Itching a Ai s 
Saves the Hair 7 (/S 


All druggists Soap 2, Ointment & a! o. Talcum 3 
Sample each free of “Outicurs, Dept. B, Boston.” 






































A Smart Hotel for Smart People” 
Metr« opolitan in every respect, yet 
homey in its atmosphere 


HOTEL WOLCOTT 


Very desirable for women traveling 


alone 
Thirty-P irst St. by Fifth Age. 
New York 














Drawn by Catvert Sit 

AND A “QUEEN” 

Familiar Folks 
Urs. Fil e Pi 


OU mav not have kn wr Mrs Phibber 
personally but you have surely heard 
i i i has 


some of those interesting stories she 


Tw 2) —_ AC Ks” 


t and her husband 


since she married him five years ago and moved 


set afloat about herse« Ever 


to your city she has devoted her intellect ex 


clusively to the invention of rosy lies about her 


tormer state ol tlluence 


the 


ind pu le hritt ide and 


present productiveness of Bill’s other in 
terests. Bill is really as poor as a church mouse 
His only “other interests” are fifteen-ball pool 


and cribbage. 


Flossie Phibber can lie her way straight 


through from social oblivion to the presidency 
and never 
ind pretty, and her 
most fetching 
small 


of the swellest bridge club in the city 
bat a lash. 
clothes are 


She is petite 
modeled after the 


lingerie advertisements. She has a 
amount of personal charm and great mountains 
and patronizing small talk for the 
credulous climbers. 

all of this, Flossie was born in the 
South not a hundred miles from Chicago, and her 
accent and rich oldSouthern traditions helpalot 

Mrs. Phibber and Bill fight a good deal at 
home. She tries to keep him tuned up to the 
level of the lies she tells about him. The rack 
ing strain makes him irritable. Besides, she 
is an awful baby, the only one they have ever 
had in the family, and her quarrelsomeness and 
pouting make him worse. 

Some day, in a fit of desperation and good 
judgment, Bill is going to break loose and hit 
his mendacious little wife with a spade or a 
hatchet. Then he can spend the rest of his 
days in quiet and seclusion. 


of nerve 


Besides 
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|| “Thou shalt wander on 
the earth till I return’’ 








French novelist, Eugene Sue, in |} in 
romance, 


| 
The Wandering Jew 
| 
| 


6 EDITION DE LUXE VOLUMES IN 3 
Each size 8°, x6 inches 


Over 2200 Pages 
Deckle-cdge, Laid Paper — Original Etchings 
Big Type —Art Buckram Binding —Gold Tops 
ORDER TODAY —The Supply is Limited. 
BACK IF NOT SATISFIED. 


MONEY 

















Brunswick Subscription Co. 
418 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 


1 
Enclosed find $1.00, first payment on SUES WANDER | 
ING JEW as represented, I will keep the books and 
remit $1.00 a month for 4 months after their delivery | 
Otherwise I will, within 5 days, ask for instructions for 
their return, at your expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on | 
their receipt | 
Name | 
Address..... | 
Occupation 
Or, send $4.50 with order and save cas disc: unt t 
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We thought we would have to bind next week’s 
JUDGE in asbestos 


On second thought we decided to publish this public warning: 


YOTICE: All readers of next week’s JUDGE Angela Bish was no 16-candlepower vampire. 

are cautioned to handle it with extreme She turned men into mere cinders. Her base of 

as care. Use iron tongs or fireproof gloves operations was only the hardware counter in a 
of some sort. Sit in the shade of an electric fan. Six Cent Store, but, believe us, she operated. 

There will be reading matter in next week’s “AIN’T ANGIE AWFUL!” is the title of 

Jupce that will make your eyes sizzle. One of | a series of six scrimson sex story satires by 

those scorching stories about A GIRL AND A = GELETT BURGESS which will appear in JupGE 

MAN. It is full of fundamental passions and bed- for the next six ; weeks. The first will absolutely 

rock instincts. You know the kind. Only this is appear next wee Order JupGE from your news- 

much worse. dealer Now! 


“AIN’T ANGIE AWFUL!” by GELETT BURGESS, a brilliant satire 
on the sex serial story illustrated by Rea Irvin— 


starts in JUDGE next week. 


All Newsstands | 1) , }. All Newsstands 
10 Cents _A 10 Cents 



































